FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
all anxious to arrive.  But the camels were hardly able to
accelerate their pace.
Though tired, we were cheerful. Had we not got over the
melancholy Tibetan passage? It was too bare, too rarefied.
. . . Peter was saying that there would be champagne at
Gherchen. The prospect appealed to me. But to tell the
truth, what I craved was an assurance that I should drink at
Kashgar within the year, were it but a glass of water.
From his perch on his camel Assa Khan at last saw some-
thing, for he proffered an "Adam bar!'9 ("There are men'*).
Since the day before we had descended from over 13,000 feet
to 11,000 feet, and now, at a bend in the path, we came on
a huge yellow patch of the previous year's grass. Then I had
to salute an old shoe lying on the sand—an infallible sign of
a settlement in the neighbourhood. Next there was a dark
back which became a donkey, and at last a little girl in
skimpy rags running into a canvas shelter to announce our
approach. We were at Bash Malghun.
We pitched our tent on the bank of a limpid stream.
Women, wearing long, straight linen garments, came with
wooden bowls of sour milk and, in a cloth, yellow bannocks of
meal bread hot from the oven. If ever I have had a moment's
unmixed happiness it was there, surrounded by kindly faces
and with those sweet-smelling, savoury, natural gifts before
me. I noticed light-coloured hair and eyes here and there
and had a sense of finding myself amongst hitherto unknown,
distant cousins. The notion was not absurd, for at the begin-
ning of our era, the oases of the Tarim were inhabited by
Iranians of white race who had a language of their own—
Saka. Now, in spite of the Turkish invasions, some traces
of the older stock still reappear.
When they came up theysaid: "Amankelde!" ("Welcome!").
Then they took my two hands ceremoniously in their two
hands and pressed them. Then they touched their foreheads
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